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Fuck You, Chris Cornell 


Author's Notes: 
No disrespect intended. Just angry over the loss. | feel insecure about the title, but | hope you understand. 


| don't watch my own videos. | never have, never will.. save this one time. 


It was bitterly cold that day, and even more so that night. It was a lifetime ago, but | remember it like it was 
yesterday. 


He was standing at the edge of the water, long, lanky, insecure. He had no idea how much we thought he was 
the coolest cat ever. You could see the self-consciousness drip off him like a maple holding too much sap. He 


was everything | wasn't. Sweet. Beautiful. 


He hated the shrill of his voice, but that was his appeal. | can hear it now, high and soaring over my low, 


almost baritone. 


lm Morrison. He's Plant. 


The opening is just him, sheltering his face, even though it's mostly in shadow. He hated being filmed, and it 
showed. His lips. Then his eyes, deceptively cold and searing. | never knew him to be anything but sensitive and 
thoughtful. Funny how perceptions warp, how appearances deceive. He was quiet because he was shy. He hid 


behind everyone else unless he had something important to say. So, whenever he spoke, | listened. 
| say out loud, "Why?" 


| see us all now, standing in the brush, first in overcast daylight, then in darkness. | remember the smell of 
pine trees and how Chris’ patchouli mixed with the salt water mist. What I'd give now, to be there again. To 
feel that brisk of air slap my face. To watch it whip his black curls around. To hear his soft laugh when too 
much pot and his Doc Martens would cause him to stumble in the sand. 


There the five of us were, dancing and singing in a rhythmic hypnotic wave. | feel drunk on it now. It doesn't 
ease the feeling that someone has taken my heart out and crumpled it like a piece of paper. 


"| can't understand. Why?" 


But the truth is, | can understand. | do know why. Both our hearts hold the same blue tinge of pain. Fame, 
respect, admiration do nothing to quell this plight. One might say, it only makes it worse. You wonder, am | 


worthy? What if they find I'm just a fraud? 


For a good measure of self-pity, | listen to "Say Hello to Heaven" and think about how each and every line he 
wrote should be sung for him now. Would it be something | could do? He loved Woody, and | loved Chris. Could | 
do this song, this man, justice? 


The idea comes to me that he's disappeared into blackness, to the safety and quiet of death. And | think how 
much | hate him for checking out. And | hate him for being too much or not enough for this world. And | hate 
this world even more for not being enough or being too much for him. 


Out loud, | say, "Fuck you, Chris Cornell.” 


In my heart, | say, "May you finally rest in peace." 


